Thursday 12 August
Today we made it out of Cornwall, in cool weather that made the pannier-laden hill climbing easier. Two people spontaneously gave us cash donations for the British Academy, both totally unasked-for and unexpected. I am becoming suspicious of Hannah's preference for detours on minor roads (with endless more hills). But who said that the straight line is more interesting than the circuitous detour?
Chepstow Bridge
Friday 13 August
Members of the Académie Française are sometimes referred to as 'les immortels'. No such luck for Fellows of the British Academy.
The nearest I can get to immortality is my oxymoronic life membership of the Youth Hostels Association. Last night, as we will often be doing on this journey, we stayed in a youth hostel. The one in Okehampton is wonderfully idiosyncratic -it's the old railway station, and an excellent stopover in a long journey. Today, Friday 13th, apart from the N wind we had good fortune all the way:
an exceptionally varied run through Devon with many hills and some lovely rural byroads, arriving at the tiny village of Churchinford just as it started raining. We stayed at a pub that is so brilliant that it had better be kept secret.
Sunday 15 August
The two cliffs that we see today are the Avon Gorge, in Bristol, and Wintour's Leap, above 
Monday 16 August
At Welsh Bicknor we meet a man cycling from John o'Groats to Land's End. He has done 770 miles to get here, and therefore deduces that Land's End must be only 230 miles away. But we have over 300 on the clock already. I do the maths, and slowly it dawns on me that this is a problem not just for him, but for us: it seems we are talking well over 1000 miles here. Maybe I should get back to kind sponsors and, like Oliver Twist, ask for more.
Tuesday 17 August
The weather forecast for today was dire, but the weather itself (apart from some unconvincing showers that never really got started) was excellent. I prefer this arrangement to the alternative. The one snag was that the strong northerlies, which have been getting at us for days, got even stronger.
Indeed, we can't use the word 'headwind' without prefacing it with an expletive.
We battle on to Chester, wondering whether there is any cycling equivalent of nautical tacking. What we do find in Chester, not for the first time on this journey, is the warmth and generosity of strangers. We go to a bike shop in Chester, for a minor repair to a gear cable on my bike and new brake blocks on Hannah's, plus a check-over. We are given cups of tea while we wait, and then they refuse any payment except for the cost of the brake blocks -and even then at trade rates.
It's oddly heart-warming, and they will get a card from John o'Groats.
Wednesday 18 August
Chester to Chorley is easier said than done. 
Thursday 19 August
Hannah's forties have begun badly, with a puncture on her birthday and two more today on the other wheel. It is time for new and superior outer tubes, but, oddly, the small towns through which we ride on the route from Chorley to Slaidburn are bereft of cycle shops. This is our punishment for avoiding Blackburn.
Friday 20 August
From Slaidburn, in rain showers that soon comply with the meteorologists' terminology of 'showers merging', we head up through lovely wild moorland. This is one of the Academy, but since it has been replaced by a bus I don't think I'll pursue it.
Tower block demolition in Glasgow
Monday 23 August 
Tuesday 24 August
Any readers of this journal must be tired of the word 'tyre', so I will get this matter sorted quickly. In the morning we look at the tyre on Hannah's bike. It has a rip so big you could get your little finger into it. We face a ghastly dilemma: either (1) we go back 10 miles to the nearest bike shop and get a new outer tyre, or (2) we do the best repair we can with patches meant for inner tubes, not for outers, and hope that it will last until the next bike shop up the road, which is over 85 miles away. To have any chance of sticking to our schedule, we decide on the second -a big gamble as we risk being stuck 40 miles from the nearest bike shop. Amazingly, the patches, including one stuck heretically and with manic care onto the outside of the tyre, stay in place and do their job not just for today's 72-mile run, but also beyond.
Rannoch Moor and Glencoe (the latter the scene of past climbs) are as atmospheric and dramatic as ever. Stunning views, and of course a strong and bitingly cold NW headwind to remind us that these places just don't do Riviera-type weather.
Wednesday 25 August
At Fort William we get a new tyre for Hannah, but in a spirit of scientific curiosity she treats the new tyre as a spare, and carries on riding on our spatchcocked repair.
Thursday 26 August
From Loch Ness to Carbisdale, both overlooking magnificent patches of water, is a journey from a youth hostel in a converted half-way house to one in a magnificent castlecum-stately home. The rain that has always seemed possible hits us only in the last hour, and rewards us with a double rainbow over 
Friday 27 August
Today is almost entirely on the A836.
However, this road has no road markings, is so narrow that it has to have passing places, and has more cattle grids than cars.
It's a delightful day, meandering up and down heather-covered hills and by unspoilt lochs. This is an area to which salmon swim 
Hannah and Adam Roberts at John o'Groats
Sir Adam and his daughter Hannah raised over £3,700 en route from Land's End to John o'Groats. The British Academy is very grateful for their dedication, and for the support of all our donors, whose generosity over the years has greatly aided the Academy's ability to support scholars and research.
For further information on Sir Adam's fundraising challenge, and to find out how you can support the Academy, please go to www.britac.ac.uk/on_yer_bike.cfm
